THE  LINCOLN  HIGHWAY  TO  GETTYSBURG 


Monuments  have  no  sympathy,  no  emotion,  no  voice.  Let  us 
have  tokens  and  symbols  that  alie  prescient  with  inspiration 
fob  the  future  of  our  country,  let  us  not  stagger  hack  into 
Pagan  darkness  to  study  art  and  sculpture  from  nations  and 
civilizations  long  since  dead  that  knew  neither  chastity  nor 
charity  nor  christ.  give  us  something  with  like  in  it ameri- 
can ideas  vibrant  with  the  full-throated  voice  of  patriotic 
inspiration.  let  us  make  a  national  shrine  of  gettysburg  and 
build  a  broad  highway  to  this  capital  and  hallow  it  foe  all  time 
with  the  revered  name  of  lincoln. 
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HON.    ISAAC     E.    SHERWOOD, 


The  House  had  under  consideration  Senate  joint  resolution  (S.  J.  Res. 
158)   approving  the  plan,  design,  and  location  for  a  Lincoln  memorial. 

Mr.  SHERWOOD.  Mr.  Speaker,  I  have  here  another  Lincoln 
memorial  project,  handed  me  this  morning  by  Col.  McElroy, 
editor  of  the  National  Tribune,  which  has  been  approved  by 
many  citizens  and  citizen  soldiers  of  Washington.  This  scheme 
has  a  utility  feature.  It  provides  for  a  Lincoln  temple  at  the 
corner  of  Seventh  Street  and  Pennsylvania  Avenue,  where  the 
Government  owns  the  ground,  and  for  a  great  convention  hall, 
where  the  people  from  the  whole  country  coming  here  in  re- 
ligious, commercial,  and  other  conventions,  can  have  a  free  and 
convenient  meeting  place.  As  stated  by  Col.  McElroy,  it  would 
be  to  Washington  what  the  Forum  was  to  Rome  and  the  Acrop- 
olis to  Athens.  It  would  be  a  Greek  temple  with  a  meaning — • 
a  temple  of  patriotism.  But  in  my  limited  time  I  can  not 
discuss  this  project.  I  am  for  the  Lincoln  highway — 72  miles — 
from  Washington  to  Gettysburg. 

Only  once  did  I  ever  meet  Abraham  Lincoln.  That  was  on 
the  4th  of  March,  1S65,  when  I  was  clothed  in  the  grim  harness 
of  war,  with  my  once  blue  uniform  tarnished  with  grime  from 
the  red-clay  roads  of  northern  Georgia.  In  November,  1864, 
I  voted  as  an  Ohio  soldier  for  Abraham  Lincoln  for  Presi- 
dent while  on  the  march  in  western  Tennessee — voted  in  an  old 
camp  kettle,  and  we  counted  the  votes  at  night  by  the  light  of 
the  bivouac  fires.  I  want  to  vote  for  a  permanent  and  fitting 
and  generous  testimonial  to  Abraham  Lincoln  now,  but  not  for 
a  .$2,000,000  Greek  temple,  to  commemorate  the  greatest  Ameri- 
can of  his  epoch,  who  never  even  learned  the  Greek  alphabet. 
[Applause.] 

We  have  hundreds  of  monuments  dedicated  to  Abraham  Lin- 
coln now.  We  have  four  in  this  National  Capital.  Under  the 
great  central  dome  stands,  in  white  marble.  Yinnie  Ream's 
famous  statue  of  Abraham  Lincoln  in  the  plain  clothes  of  an 
American  citizen.  Only  a  few  feet  to  the  left  is  another  statue — 
head  and  bust — also  in  marble,  double  heroic  size.  In  Judi- 
ciary Square,  on  a  raised  pedestal,  is  a  full-length  statue  of 
Lincoln,  also  in  marble.  In  Lincoln  Park  stands  the  historic 
bronze  statue  of  Lincoln  unshackling  the  slave.  So  far  as  I 
know,  none  of  the  patriotic  people  of  the  United  States  are 
demanding  more  multiplication  of  Lincoln  statues  in  this  city. 
The  city  is  now  full  of  statues  and  monuments  that  are  silent 
and  cold  and  stand  for  nothing  but  Grecian  art  and  sculpture 
and  remind  us  only  of  nations  and  civilizations  that  are  dead. 
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I  will  vote  for  a  monument  or  statue,  with  ideas  in  it — a 
statue  to  fittingly  typify  Abraham  Lincoln's  mission  and  career. 
But  there  is  nothing  in  this  Greek  temple,  however  artistic, 
however  ornate,  however  impressive,  that  even  suggests  to  the 
critical  observer  either  the  character,  or  career,  or  mission  of 
Abraham  Lincoln.  Lincoln  was  never  a  student  of  Greek  art 
or  Greek  sculpture.  A  Greek  temple  would  be  an  appropriate 
testimonial  to  a  learned  linguist  of  a  national  university  who 
had  worn  out  his  life  in  teaching  the  literature  of  a  dead  lan- 
guage, or  of  a  Pagan  civilization  long  since  dead,  but  never  for 
a  great  citizen  of  this  Republic,  who  never  saw  the  inside  of  a 
university  in  his  school  days  and  who  learned  to  read  books 
at  night  by  the  light  of  a  pine-knot  fire.  Born  in  a  cabin,  he 
breathed  the  untainted  air  of  the  woods  and  fields.  Born  poor, 
but  rich  in  soul  and  brain  and  hope  and  courage.  Can  we 
satisfy  the  patriotic  longings  of  the  American  people  to  fit- 
tingly commemorate  the  memory  of  Lincoln  by  erecting  a 
32,000,000  Grecian  temple  in  the  National  Capital?  I  do  not 
believe  it.  We  concede  that  no  more  is  to  be  said  of  Abraham 
Lincoln  than  has  already  been  written.  History  has  said  its 
last  word.  We  all  know  that  he  was,  of  all  public  men  of  his 
time,  the  simplest  in  manners,  the  most  all-pervading  in  human 
sympathy,  the  most  constant  in  his  devotion  to  his  ideals. 
North  or  South,  he  has  no  critics  to-day.  I  met  him  only  once. 
But  I  stood  within  10  feet  of  Abraham  Lincoln  on  the  4th  of 
March,  1865,  and  heard  him  deliver  his  last  inaugural — his  last 
oration  on  earth.     I  heard  him  say : 

Fondly  do  we  hope,  fervently  do  we  pray,  th.it  this  mighty  scourge 
of  war  may  speedily  pass  away.  With  malice  toward"  none,  with 
charity  for  all,  with  firmness  in  the  right,  as  God  gives  us  to  see  the 
right,  let  us  strive  to  finish  the  work  we  are  in,  to  bind  up  the  Nation's 
wounds,  to  care  for  him  who  shall  have  bourne  the  battle,  and  for  his 
widow  and  his  orphan. 

[Applause.] 

We  have  made  48  years  of  history  since  that  eventful  day,  but 
I  can  see  Lincoln  now  as  I  saw  him  then,  a  tall,  gaunt,  stalwart 
man,  with  deep  lines  of  care  furrowing  his  cheeks,  with  inex- 
pressible sadness  in  his  face,  a  face  that  told  the  story  of  a 
man  of  many  sorrows.  A  sad  face,  a  strong  face,  a  face  ra- 
diant with  the  inspiration  of  a  great  soul,  as  he  voiced  in 
prophecy  the  ultimate  destiny  of  this  Nation.  As  a  soldier  of 
the  Republic  I  heard  Abraham  Lincoln  voice  his  national  ideals 
in  his  last  oration  to  the  American  people,  and  to-day  as  a 
citizen  of  a  restored  Republic  I  intend  to  vote  for  my  con- 
scientious conception  of  those  ideals.  It  is  time  we  had  some 
American  art  and  American  sculpture  and  American  ideas  in 
this  National  Capital.  The  brave  and  prescient  patriots  of  the 
Revolutionary  epoch  who  founded  this  Capital  and  started  the 
young  Republic  on  its  career  never  intended  to  make  this  city 
the  home  of  wealth  and  monumental  splendor,  like  Athens  or 
Rome.  It  was  intentionally  located  in  the  wilderness,  that  the 
representatives  of  the  people  should  be  free  from  the  venal  in- 
fluences, the  demoralizing  environment  of  a  dominating  social 
set  of  money-fat  idlers.  [Applause.]  This  is  the  only  great 
Capital  around  the  world  originally  planned  in  native  forest. 
All  the  great  capitals  of  the  Old  World  had  long  commercial 
lives  before  being  crowned  as  capitals.  It  was  only  48  days 
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after  the  last,  act  of  ratification  of  the  Federal  Constitution  that 
the  first-horn  Congress  of  the  original  thirteen  States  decreed 
the  wilderness  on  the  eastern  shore  of  the  Totoinac  as  the 
future  Capital  of  the  Republic. 

Only  a  short  time  ago  I  was  much  amused  over  the  observations 
of  a  newly  married  pair  from  Fort  Wayne,  Ind.,  who  came  here 
to  shed  their  honeymoon.    They  were  gazing  in  awe  and  admira- 
tion at  the  semicolossal  group  of  statuary  on  the  east  front  of 
the  Capitol  by  Persico,  erected  in  1846,   representing  the  dis- 
covery of  America.     Columbus  is  personated  holding  at  arm's 
length  a  small  globe  on  the  top  of  which  is  cut  "America" 
Beneath  his  ponderous  legs  crouches   an  awe-stricken   Indian 
girl  without  a  particle  of  drapery  to  shield  her  shapeliness  from 
the  gaze  of  mankind.     It  took  five  years  to  make  the  group  and 
cost  us  $24,000.     The  ridiculous  phase  of  this  historic  group 
was   very   pertinently   illustrated   by   the   observations   of   our 
young  couple  from  Fort  Wayne.     I  was  not  surprised  when  the 
young  lady  remarked,  "  I  reckon  that  is  Pocahontas  and  Capt 
John  Smith."     "  No ;  Flo,"  remarked  the  young  man,  "  that  is 
not  a  captain's  uniform  and  Pocahontas  never  appeared  in  that 
shape  without  something  on.     This  chap  has  on  tight  pants 
you  see  and  baseball  sandals,  and  what's  that  he's  got  in  his 
hands?    That  is  probably  a  baseball.     I  tell  you  what  I  think 
this  is,   Flo,  you  know  Washington  has  got  a  baseball  team 
called  the  Senators,  and  I'll  bet  yer  this  represents  the  pitcher 
as  the  champion  of  America,  bossing  the  Goddess  of  Liberty' 
and  that  stone  woman  on  the  Dome  is  the  Goddess."    [Laughter  ] 
The  young  lady  smiled  sweetly  on  the  young  man    in  evident 
pride  that  he  was  so  well  up  in  the  classics,  and  they  walked 
over  to  view  the  other  group  just  opposite.     This  group  is  in- 
tended to  represent  the  sentiment  of  America.     It  is  by  Green- 
ough  and  was  executed  in  1S42  and  cost  $24,000.    There  are  five 
figures— a  hunter  rescuing  a  naked  white  woman,  with  a  naked 
baby,  from  a  naked  savage,  while  by  the  side  of  the  woman  is 
the  faithful  dog,  appearing  as  if  he  did  not  know  what  all  the 
racket  is  about.    "  What  do  you  say  that  is,  Charlie?  "  said  our 
sweet  nineteen.    Charlie  gazed  intentlv  at  the  naked  Indian   the 
nude  woman,  the  undraped  baby,  and  the  indifferent  doc  \and 
then  slowly  said,  "  Flo,  I  just  give  that  un."    Flo  and  Charlie 
are  no  exceptions  to  the  great  run  of  tourists.     Thousands  of 
visitors  and  curiosity  hunters  gaze  daily  upon  these  ridiculous 
groups  of  allegorical  statuary,  and  no  one  appears  to  compre- 
hend their  significance. 

A   NAKED    GEORGE    WASHINGTON. 

One  of  the  most  hideous  pieces  of  art  that  mortal  man  ever 
beheld  is  the  colossal  statue  of  George  Washinston  bv  Gr^en- 
ough,  ordered  by  Congress  in  1S32  for  the  Rotunda  of  the  Cani- 
tol.  It  was  made  in  Florence,  Italy;  was  eight  rears  in  con- 
struction ;  is  12  feet  high ;  weighs  12  tons;  and  cost  $44  000  In 
1840  the  U.  S.  frigate  Constitution  was  dispatched  to  Florence 
Italy,  to  bring  this  monstrous  monstrosity  to  the  United  States' 
It  was  landed  here  in  1841,  found  to 'be  too  large  for' the 
Rotunda,  and  it  stood  in  front  of  the  Capitol  for  over  half  a  cen- 
tury.   It  is  now  hidden  from  all  human  eyes,  and  I  trust  forever 

This  immense  figure  represents  George  Washington  naked  to 
the  waist,  sitting  in  a  chair.  The  right  hand  is  raised  high 
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above  the  head  and  points  to  heaven;  the  left  hand  holds  a 
Roman  short  sword,  with  the  handle  presented.  A  mantle  falls 
over  the  legs.  There  is  a  small  figure  of  Columbus  on  the  left 
side  and  of  an  Indian  on  the  other.  There  is  a  Latin  motto 
carved  on  the  back  of  the  chair  and  on  the  front  of  the  pedestal 
in  raised  letters.  We  might  excuse  a  sculptor  who  would  set 
up  for  public  admiration  the  nude  figure  of  a  gladiator  or  a 
prize  fighter,  but  was  it  not  a  hideous  thing  to  put  up  a  naked 
George  Washington  in  front  of  our  National  Capitol?  Without 
going  further  into  the  observations  of  rural  tourists,  is  it  not 
an  outrage  on  American  art  to  have  a  statue  of  George  Wash- 
ington naked,  sitting  in  the  chair  of  a  Roman  emperor,  holding 
the  sword  of  a  Roman  soldier,  encompassed  about  with  Roman 
symbols,  and  disfigured  with  a  Latin  motto?  And  yet  this  statue 
is  a  classic,  patterned  to  commemorate  Pagan  art  and  sculpture, 
the  same  as  the  proposed  Greek  temple. 

Go  down  Capitol  Hill  and  look  at  the  unsightly  monstrosity — 
that  marble  memorial  to  Gen.  Grant.  We  have  just  wasted  a 
quarter  of  a  million  on  that  statue.  Take  a  view  of  the  pedestal 
in  the  center,  surrounded  by  four  African  lions,  erouchant  with 
desperate  claws.  At  one  end  of  this  misfit  in  marble  is  a  group 
in  bronze,  intended  to  represent  four  plunging,  crouching,  rear- 
ing artillery  horses,  pulling  a  6-pounder  cannon  over  an  im- 
possible road  of  stumps  and  mud,  with  the  two  leading  horses, 
with  forelegs  high  in  air,  over  a  precipice.  A  cruel,  painful 
conception,  and  entirely  inappropriate,  as  Gen.  Grant  never 
commanded  a  battery  in  war  and  never  shotted  a  cannon.  And 
the  African  lions — not  even  a  product  of  America.  Not  an  idea 
in  it  to  remind  us  of  Gen.  Grant;  not  a  suggestion  of  the  re- 
markable career,  both  in  war  and  peace,  of  the  foremost  man  of 
all  the  world. 

Look  at  the  equestrial  statue  of  Gen.  Jackson  in  front  of  the 
White  House.  See  the  hero  of  New  Orleans  on  an  impossible 
war  horse,  a  classic  from  Rome,  if  you  please,  patterned  after 
the  show  riders  of  the  Roman  ampitheater,  with  their  horses 
on  their  hind  legs  in  the  sawdust.  Not  thus  sat  Gen.  Jackson 
in  war's  reeling  fray,  when  the  foam  hung  from  the  lips  of  his 
tired  horse  and  his  wet  limbs  were  slashed  with  the  bloody 
slime  of  the  battle  field. 

Look  at  the  great  figure  above  the  central  dome  of  this  Capitol, 
that  probably  90,000,000  of  people  think  is  the  Goddess  of  Lib- 
erty. This  is  also  an  Italian  product — a  Roman  classic,  if  you 
please.  It  was  designed  by  Crawford  in  Rome  in  185S.  It  is 
the  figure  of  a  woman,  the  sword  and  shield  of  a  soldier,  and 
the  Phrygian  helmet  of  a  Pagan.  This  helmet  is  pierced  by  a 
crest  of  eagle  quills.  The  only  thing  American  about  this  statue 
is  the  eagle  quills.  Hence  we  have  no  Goddess  of  Liberty  on 
the  dome  to  personate  a  country  all  free  and  forever  to  be  free. 
Let  us  chisel  off  the  barbarous  Pagan  helmet  and  place  a  lib- 
erty cap  instead,  with  a  tiara  of  48  stars,  and  bespangle  it  with 
jeweled  gems  from  our  mountains  and  mines — something  Ameri- 
can,   something    to    symbolize   a   great   Republic.      [Applause.] 

Take  the  Washington  Monument,  conceived  and  planned  and 

originally  built  to  the  height  of  152  feet  by  the  contributions  of 

patriotic  citizens  and  societies.     And  how  does  that  immense 

pile  of  white  marble  compare  with  Mount  Vernon  as  a  national 
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shrine.  Not  at  all.  There  Is  no  sentiment,  no  patriotic  in- 
spiration in  the  cold  conceits  of  sculptured  marble.  The  hun- 
dreds of  thousands  of  visitors  and  excursionists  to  this  Na- 
tional Capitol  take  a  far-away  look  at  this  cold  marble  pile 
and  then  go  to  Mount  Vernon.  And  in  the  environment  of  the 
home  of  George  Washington,  in  the  association  of  George  Wash- 
ington with  his  historic  mansion,  and  in  the  presence  of  his 
tomb  Mount  Vernon  and  not  the  Washington  Monument  has  be- 
come our  national  shrine.  And  it  will  so  remain  long  after  the 
Washington  Monument  has  crumbled  into  dust. 

The  most  heroic  incident  in  the  life  of  Abraham  Lincoln  was 
his  oration  on  the  battle  field  of  Gettysburg.  It  is  conceded  to 
be  the  leading  classic  in  the  heroic  literature  of  the  war  period. 
The  most  valued  and  heroic  incident  in  the  life  of  Abraham 
Lincoln  was  his  oration  on  this  great  battle  field.  Here  was 
fought  the  most  desperate,  the  most  signal,  and  the  most  de- 
cisive battle  of  the  entire  four  years'  war.  Next  July  the  last 
sad  remnants  of  two  great  armies — the  blue  and  the  gray — 
will  meet  in  reunion  on  the  battle  field  of  Gettysburg — a  con- 
tinent-wide patriotic  reunion  to  proclaim  to  all  the  world  that 
this  Nation  is  now  one  and  inseparable.  Let  the  Congress  of 
the  United  States  embrace  this  occasion  to  make  that  battle 
field  a  sacred  national  shrine.  Let  us  build  from  this  now 
overly  ornatecl  Capitol  a  national  highway,  to  be  known  for 
all  time  as  the  Lincoln  Highway  to  Gettysburg.  And  on  the  spot 
where  Lincoln  stood  when  he  delivered  his  memorial  oration 
on  that  ever  memorable  November  day  let  us  erect  a  marble  tab- 
let, with  every  shining  sentence  of  that  immortal  classic  cut 
into  the  solid  marble.  [Applause.]  Let  us  have  a  memorial  to 
Abraham  Lincoln  with  ideas  in  it — ideas  of  patriotic  inspira- 
tion. Monuments  have  no  sympathy,  no  emotion,  no  voice. 
Let  us  have  tokens  and  symbols  that  are  prescient  with  inspira- 
tion for  the  future  of  our  country.  The  great  present,  with 
its  growing  zeal  for  humanity,  with  a  culture  deepened  and 
broadened  by  science  and  enriched  by  all  history,  with  its  strong 
winged  soul  of  prophecy,  hot  with  the  blood  beats  of  a  realized 
brotherhood  claims  us,  calls  us,  and  holds  us.  Let  us  not 
stagger  back  into  pagan  darkness  to  study  art  and  sculpture 
from  nations  and  civilizations  long  since  dead  that  knew  neither 
chastity  nor  charity  nor  Christ.  Give  us  something  with  life 
in  it — American  ideas  vibrant  with  the  full-throated  voice  of 
patriotic  inspiration.  Let  us  make  a  national  shrine  of  Gettys- 
burg and  build  a  broad  highway  to  this  Capitol  and  hallow  it 
for  all  time  with  the  revered  name  of  Lincoln.  [Continued 
applause.] 
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